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manipulation 


Author's Notes: 

If anyone's reading this, hope you enjoy. Been feeling like shit, so the story with an evil, manipulative Janne took 
root in my head, and | decided to get it out in one go (as usual). Inspiration credit to early interviews with Alexi 
Laiho, in which he can't look into the camera for more than a few moments without fidgeting and looking at the 
floor. Anyway, please forgive spelling errors, poor content, and grammar issues! Here's to psychic vampires, 


cheers. 


| liked to tell myself it wasn't a conscious act until after Alexander left the band. But maybe | was just fooling 
myself. There were events, instances, even before our rhythm guitarists departure, and these laid the 


groundwork for what was to come. 


A comment here, a touch there. Most notably might've been just before he dyed his hair. | knew he was self- 
conscious about his hairstyle, especially after he admitted that the "most embarrassing moment of his life" 
was getting bullied for a haircut in grade school. So | got the guys joking and going on about his "mousy" brown 
hair that Alexi liked to call "dark blonde". | took a handful and forced him to look at it next to Henkka's hair. | 


was just joking, and so was everyone else, but less than a week later, Alexi walked into the practice room with 


newly bleached hair. And | might've been unconsciously manipulating him, but | was definitely conscious of how 


hot | thought it looked. 


But yes, it was after Alexander left and Alexi was totally shattered that my goals became more clear to me. | 
knew looking at those glassy eyes, the way he was barely holding it together..! knew | had to have him, and | 
didn't really care how. | didn't just want to fuck him, no, that was merely a background possibility. | wanted to 


own him, twist him, and make him dependent on me. 


I'd also be lying if | said my aims were solely Alexi-oriented. Sure, | thought the kid was cute, but | also knew 
that by getting under his skin and bringing him under my sway | would secure my place in the band for as 
long as | wanted it. | could probably also ensure plentiful solos, interviews, and whatever other opportunities | 


may desire-so long as | succeeded. 


In interviews after Alexander left, Alexi always seemed like he might cry just from the name being brought up. 
Alexander was another person who left, another person who couldn't fix him, who couldn't BEAR him. It didn't 
matter that Alexander's departure had nothing to do with Alexi. The little guy was consciously and 
unconsciously convinced that every negative event in his life was due to some internal flaw. He would never be 


good enough, but he would always TRY to be. i could work with that. 


The most important thing off the bat was this recognition that Alexi was absolutely desperate for validation 
This obsession led him to be overly sensitive to any form of denial or critique, no matter how benign. | could 
watch him for hours, staring at him practicing that damn guitar, smacking his face and cursing, harder and 

louder with each mistake. | enjoyed how his eyes were downcast in every interview back then, his insecurities 


glaringly obvious behind a shroud of heavy-metal bravado. 


Maybe it made me a bad friend. | suppose a real friend shouldn't delight in the deep-seated issues of his 
bandmate. But I'm not afraid to admit that the scars decorating his forearms were more capable of drawing a 
pleased smirk from me than any of his jokes. He was all but wearing a flashing sign above his head, literally 


screaming "WEAK! WEAK!" And | was the evil predator, smelling fresh blood, ready to move in for the kill. 


Alexits lack of self-esteem had another expected and beneficial side effect: he was eager to please. Just like 
with his silly little hair-bleaching stunt, my lead guitarist would pull back-flips at the hint of a suggestion he 
should. With minimal persuasion | could have him doing all sorts of things, and the best part was he'd run back 


to me like a loyal dog, drooling for his "treat." Someone's attention, someone's acceptance, someone's praise. 


In the early days | liked to sometimes withhold it. Watching that eager, hopeful look crumple into something 
hunched and hollow..he'd double down next time. Anything to keep the ghost of disapproval from hitting him in 
the gut once again. I'll admit, | might be a bit sadistic. 


| started with pretty simple stuff. Mostly little comments about his appearance or his playing. After a show | 
might mention a mistake of his i'd noticed. Missing notes in a solo, blatant errors. | knew these mistakes were 
inevitable for ANY guitarist, but | also knew | had to use whatever | could to my advantage. Sometimes he'd 
even skip partying and spend the whole night locked away practicing. The guys thought he was crazy. | thought 


"its working." 


Speaking of parties, one of my favorite litle jibes was asking if he was planning on going out "looking like that!" 
The first time | asked him that, he seemed genuinely confused, looking down at his customary tee shirt and 
cargo pants, trying to find something wrong with himself. | knew if | left him to it, he wouldn't have to search 
for long before finding something. He'd come back in something slicker, blacker, tighter. He started putting on 
my Hugo Boss at one point, as if | wouldn't notice. | didn't mention it at the time, but it pleased me greatly. 


| wasn't all bad. | knew at the start | had to tear him down a bit, weaken him. There could be no creation 
without destruction But eventually | could add positive incentives. Compliments. Alexi was embarrassingly 
receptive to atta-boys. A pat on the shoulder could instantly undo any damage l'd done, at least momentarily. 
Months of building his confidence in the things | liked had the desirable result, and soon enough he came 


"begging" of his own accord. 
That was when | really knew | had him hook, line, and sinker. 


He started hanging around me more than Jaska. Alexander had been his go-to, which I'd always somewhat 
resented After that it was Jaska, his childhood friend. But a year or so into my great project | was the 


sidekick, or rather, he was mine. There was no mistaking who was following who this time. 


| became the guy he wanted to put his arm around when he was wasted. The guy he entwined his arm with to 
do shots, and the guy he passed out on at the end of the night. | don't think Alexi was gay, just Finnish. | also 

thought | could change that when the time was right, after I'd manipulated him to the proper point. He started 
coming up to the keyboard more during shows, playing our solos enthusiastically by my side, laughing playfully 


at our combined antics. 


| could see through the laughs more than just elation and humor, but also a hopefulness. | didn't see it as a 
bad thing, since it was directed towards me. | let him keep it rather than tearing it down, figuring it could be a 
spark that would be useful later on | felt that during these moments onstage together, Alexi was the most 
passionate and receptive, the medium of heavy metal music alleviating normal inhibitions. Our first kiss was 


onstage. 


As I'd predicted, my influence over the music increased. Alexi allowed me longer solos, and | did more talking. | 
liked to show him up with my solos, just to keep him on his toes. | was pretty sure | could play faster than 
him, and | think he feared the same. He naturally had nothing to worry about, since we were in a metal band 
and the guitar was more important. But this was Alexi, so he worried anyway. This inferiority-complex drove 
him closer to me. Now he would practice with me, not just on his own, furiously doubling what | played. It was 


a reciprocal effort, but he took it in a deliciously personal way. 


Another half a year went by, and | couldn't really have been more pleased with my results. Alexi was an even 
better project than I'd imagined, and his receptiveness to my suggestions and dependence on my opinion 
bolstered in my mind the fact that | understood him perfectly. I'd managed to turn him into my best friend, 


booze-brother, attached-at-the-hip bandmate, and | was confident enough after that to move on to more 


intimate matters. 


As | said, we'd begun sharing brief kisses on stage. Neither of us spoke of it after any shows, and | consciously 
avoided making out with him while drunk, as hard as it was with him hanging on my every word (and my body). 
| satisfied myself with his psychology, but that was to change in any case. So | got him plastered, as usual, and 
pestered him about why he never slept with the groupies. He played it off, saying he'd rather party than fuck 
| kept at it, and | watched the doubt and lack of surety cloud his features with each word | uttered. | watched 
him wilt like a flower in the afternoon sun, and then | played the water. | would quench his insufficiency. | would 


rectify his failures. 


He didn't even offer any resistance. At most he was passive, and before long he was returning my advances, 
pawing at my clothes, drinking in my sweet nothings. | told him how hot he was, how much | wanted him. | knew 
he wanted to hear that: how much | wanted him. He would be powerless to deny himself my unconditional 
declaration. | relished him writhing under me, the perfect partner, compliant, fierce, and most importantly mine. 


| had made him into this, and | reaped my rewards happily. 


He never so much as looked at a girl after that. If he ever regretted that night, he never showed it or said 
anything, and it wasn't long before we repeated. | left marks on his neck that he'd try to hide with scarves. | 
wanted to tell him | hated how scarves looked on him, knowing he'd never wear one again, but | guess | wasn't 


that much of a cold-hearted bastard. 


| told him | loved him, and | told myself | didn't. He was expendable to me. I'd played this long-term game with 
him, and of course | felt for him. | appreciated what he offered me, and | valued him. But | wasn't attached. | 
often pondered dropping it all, quitting the band, destroying him totally. It was more curiosity than anything. | 
wanted to see him crying for me, blowing up my phone, begging. | never followed through, perhaps because | 


found ways to get him begging outside of that. 


It's been even more years now. | still haven't tossed him aside. If anything, I've drawn him closer. It's no longer 
an effort to keep him coming back for more. He is tied up in me, invested, and in love. | get the pleasure of 
knowing that he'd do anything to keep me by his side, sadomasochistic streak be damned. | also get the 
pleasure of calling him my own, which despite my apparent emotional detachment is no small prize. For all his 


beautiful flaws, Alexi is perfect. Perfect to me, anyway. 


| don't think anymore about giving him back to the world. | don't think about letting him do anything but remain 
shackled at my side, forever and onwards. | want to keep that demure, screaming wild child, done up in eyeliner 
and bracelets, scars and salty tears. | want to feed on his life force as much as he wants to feed off me, and 


I'd swear l'm not in love. | would swear l'm not in love... 


„but | might be lying to myself. 


